CHAPTER   I
1914

IT is August. The sky is clear, with not a cloud to be
seen. The world war is on us, mobilisation has
begun. The Atlantic rolls on to the rugged rocks of
Antrim as it has always done, despite the pending
upheaval and the worried thoughts in the minds of
men and women. We motor swiftly along the
savage coast - three friends and myself, of whom
I alone am to come unscathed through the furnace.
We talk and laugh and joke, each no doubt wondering
how long it is to be before he is to get to grips with
the enemy. As we approach Belfast there are
ominous signs of war, and we are glad. To us the
relief is truly great.

There have been obvious signs of civil strife
during the last few months. We of Carson's army
have been the victims of an ill-defined objective.
Was it to.be Dublin Castle, a battle against British
soldiers, or nationalist Irishmen, or a bit of both?
Who could tell? Who could guess? We were merely
hired mercenaries, paid to do as we were bid.
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